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TAIPEI: INVITATION AND VOYAGE 


The sea below, green, purple, amber; ice blue sunset. 
Burning cigarette end of sun. Gun barrel 
of tunnel. 

Bullet train flying backward. Red sepia landscape, film 
frames in the windows, pulled tight. Cut by 
blackness. 


Compression of inward silence. the underwater shadows, 
and the deeper silence, restive, leading up to the 
decompression of release 


And then the bursting out into light. 


And the high conic sections of light, ginger ale gold, now 
step through the cabin. the Huge forms of day. And 
they are gathering outside the widows more brightly 
still. And there is sky again. Morning. 


And those who love, love for what reason? 


Two heads side by side, dark entanglements bathed in the 
morning’s gold, shoulders and arms 
pressed together 

And the light of her face, and her mouth draws steadily on 
its straw, her tongue circles it like a slow ceiling 
fan, and it is her breathing itself, said sometimes to 
be the soul, tantra of sand grain moments, as though 
on a still warm beach, and the hourglass lets fall all 
of its gold, buries the written insignia of her hand 


And the compass legs of her legs opened above me. The 
room turns, like a plane banking, and we fly with 
each other into the elsewhere and then there is a 
moment, it is now and you speak it out loudly, at 
first to the room itself, or to space in general and 
then it is my name, and yet I am searching for it 
deep in this obscurity where I can never find it, 
where I must find it 


And then how beautiful are your two bare feet in the light, 
O prince’s daughter, the joints of your thighs are 
like jewels, your belly is white lilies, is handfuls of 
golden wheat, and you pull me now with both hands 
drawing me up I must gather you now, gather you 
slowly and carefully, with a very precise care into 
the water that is filling me 


The bed is a narrow slip, a boat slip tilted down into the 
lake, a green tongue of weeds rising upward into it 
but with the softness of the water, the edges of the 
water opening their spaces further and further up, 
finding them 


I am finding you more and more, you are racing ahead and 
yet I am still catching you anyway 


Who? Who is there? Now you must tell me who you are. 


We first knew each other under the spotted light and 
leaf shadow of the park’s walking path, points 
coming through to each other then, but only points, 
quick leopard spots of perception 


And our faces slowly filling in, our bodies filling in, your 
arm hanging down by your side, your wrist, your 


hand, your two legs in jeans, and you walk along, 
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striped by the light, it is a tiger sauntering, through 
the elastic shadows -- pools of light-spotted water, 
stilling at moments, letting you show through 


You are speaking to me, with your soft voice, laughing, 
bright in the encompassing silence, in the humid air, 
the scent of the trees, the dirt path 


Our conversation is points trying to link themselves into a 
chain, spots of light, trying to become a bracelet 


Falling through to the silence drawing close around, 
leading us into the trees that part away from the 
path 


You make a gesture with your hand to shoo away some 
hanging leaves, and then a mosquito in front of your 
face that you wave past like a bad smell and I slip 
the fingers of my hand around your arm, my 
fingertips touch your skin the way your hair touch 
your shoulder 


How real you become to me then, how real, there is a kind 
of amazement that flows through both of us 


Do not compare it to anything, it cannot be compared I 
want you only to remember it now 


And once I kissed you very lightly, just our lips touching 
.... [ran my fingers over your back and drew you to me 


I slipped my fingers beneath your shirt, touching your soft 
nipples, gathering them, feeling them get fuller, 
blossoming 

Before long, you were naked in the middle of the room, 


smiling. I tell you to stand there and close your eyes 
and not to move. I put on soft music and take off the 
lights... 

You don’t know where I am as I come back silently...the 
hair on the back of your neck -- your spine itself up 
and down -- feel toward me as I approach, and 
somewhere inside your back, and two points 
somewhere in your hips 

You feel me there, though I am not there yet 


Impossible to describe, in the darkness, her mouth, but not 
speaking, she is smiling in a certain way, but she is 
not speaking, and yet she is not silent 


One finger. Two, together, circling, inside a pocket, 
searching, but slowly, searching, a finger touches, 
tastes the darkness all around itself, not only at its 
tip, but all around it, at its edges 


A green stem in the sunlight stretched up toward its own 
leaves, the stem and the leaves joined together at 
that point, the light all around almost yellow, shows 
a fine down on the leaves, cilia along the stem, 
shining 


And the taste of the wine and of her cigarettes, kissing so 
hard, two open jars trying to pour into each other 


The tip of her finger hovers along the fabric, a smile 
growing inside her kiss 


She touches the down of the fabric, her hand almost not 
there, and yet never not there, never reaching 
further in, but never leaving, never stopping 


To coax the eel from the cave, just the warmth of her body 
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through the water, just the movement of her hand 
through the water can do this 


Her thumb alone, like a brush stroke, finding the cave 
mouth, finding the eel’s mouth, with only the 
slightest touch 


The tip of her index finger, and her thumb, a gathering 
motion like taking up a pinch of salt. 


Sliding down, my forehead against her dress. Her knees fall 
straight to each side, with her heels up on the bed 


Sudden dark triangle, the serpent’s tongue not yet the 
serpent touches the apex and touches the base 

Her hips bones roll a bar up toward the ceiling, her many 
subtle adjustments 


The honeycomb of the darkness holds landscapes like paper 
flowers opening, and she speaks to them, calling 


The passageway opens itself more darkly, small leaks run 
down the wall, craze the wall more and more, 
breaking it slowly 


And she holds a magic globe below her navel, 
remembering with eyes closed her incantations 


Black beetles are running up and down her legs, she is 
thrilled and opens them wider, her legs shout out to 
them, and now she is a fish cast up to the air, a long 
hook inside her, she works herself trying to adjust 
it, trying to break free, but not really, catching it to 
herself more deeply 


Luminous hemorrhage of night’s artery, outside the blinds, 
the blinds spill a patch of wood grain, a peacock tail 
eye, on the sheet, close to the place where they are 
hurrying 


She is a goldfish now, holding steady in dark water, 
drinking it with her mouth 


Dipping down so far, lips, teeth touch the pool’s very 
bottom 


A white candle is lit inside her mouth, its light shines in a 
dark room 


The candle melts against the room’s low ceiling, wax 
droplets of light fall through her 


He sucks the amber knots of the wood grain 


He splits the grain from bottom to top, her legs flat on the 
mattress, her feet pointed outward he gathers her 
waist into his and holds her in place with his chin, 
pausing then, suddenly, slowing himself, adjusting 
inside her 


And now his ritual can begin, and he wants it to go on 
forever, gathering of crinkled ruff, slicking back, 
sliding in with sometimes deeper sometimes 
shallower touches 

All animals move through his body now, appearing and 
disappearing, and sometimes he is a dog, with a 
dog’s panting, shallow, quick movements or else, at 
times, he is a lion, holding the female steady as he 
enters slow, deep, the almost complete withdrawal 
every time, torso very still, at times he uses the 
violence of a stallion, its tremendous suddenness, or 
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else he bites her -- here, there -- on her shoulder 
and on the back of her neck, and she tingles 
through her whole body everywhere as he does it, as 
he holds himself into her, lining the two of them up 
and holding, sinking his teeth into her, as the male 
shark does to the female, or then he forces her down 
into a sudden stillness, so that for just a second they 
are two beetles, but then, like the blood coming 
back into a leg fallen asleep, a warmth comes back 
into him, and he does not move back into him, there 
is a deeper possession, and he floats upon her, over 
her, feeling in rapt stillness himself inside of her, 
not moving at all for long seconds 


Perhaps it is then that they come together most completely; 


there is a purring inside of them that they pass back 
and forth, a secret language of whispers and 
breathing, not given at all to the air, nor to space, 
nor to any of the others around 


He tries to sense all of her past lovers inside her body now, 


he tries to feel all through her for the others, but 
they have vanished 


She feels the warmth of him up inside of her, noting his 


particular style, and all men are so beautiful to her, 
how much she loves them, although by now she has 
slipped away into her own privacy, she is a dead 
weight nearly, and yet he does not mind, pillows 
pushed aside, as irrelevant, and he cages her head 
with his forearms, his teeth set in her hair 


And he is almost where she wants him to be, and yet he 


does not want to be there yet, instead he wants to be 
in all the places where she does not want him, and 
now he holds her definitively, not at any single 
point but everywhere 


He spreads his legs wider in order to spread hers further 
apart and she raises her knees, and runs the inside of 
her feet up and down the back of his calves and her 
heels up and down the back of his thighs 

Her movements are slow and calm like a swimmer 
swimming on her back and with great leisure, 

But his movements are not like this and after a few minutes 
increasingly they are not even the slightest bit 
gentle and the bed shakes so that the loose head 
board begins to tap against the wall 

If you saw them now you would know that he possesses her 
entirely, if you heard them you would hear at first 
the soft quick stamp of the mattress and his low 
murmurs as though of deep approval, and you 
would hear her quick high pants that sound like 
pleadings, and then you would hear his heavy 
throaty sounds and her response to them as he grips 
her with all his strength 


How hard men can sometimes grip women at such 
moments, how deeply the glans penetrates, and then 
at last you would hear his low rhythmic ultimate 
sounds, and her cries that show she is completely 
his now, and she experiences a sort of ecstasy, even 
though it is all quite ordinary 


And he possesses her completely, even though he is only 
one of many, and he leaves the very substance of 
himself inside of her, and in recesses of her memory 
she will never forget his particular ways and his 
body, for every man is so different from every other 
one, and at a certain level she loves every one of 
them and remembers every one of hem and will 
always remember even if she does not want to 

He tells her all of this in inarticulate murmurs and she 


agrees to it into his ear, but revises it all one second 
later, somewhere inside her brow 

He knows that she is doing this, and that she must, and so 
he assuages her, stilling himself within her for a few 
moments, for he must consider what she is 


But then the process must start once more, each time as 
though from a different angle 

Now he gives up subtlety completely, but in such a way 
that neither of them can know where these things 
will lead 

She hangs on to him, holding on, as he rushes ahead 
grabbing further pieces of her sequentially under the 
loose sheet 

Her knees point outward, only his lower back seems to 
move, and the room is almost silent 

She is pummeled with great care, with murmured relish, by 
the fists that his whole body is, it is not merely 
penetration, it is everything, his eyes are narrowed 
in concentration, an undeniable power is his 

And so now, far from brutal, though brutal, a profound 
fastidiousness possesses him 

He touches her everywhere through her skin, through her 
legs, through her hips and her belly, her tongue is 
for him the miracle of all 

His hands run up and down her sides and then he gathers 
her thighs around himself, she crosses her ankles 
behind him and is stroking his hip bones with the 
inside of both her thighs, raking them behind his 
round tight buttocks now and then, and she feels the 
strength of his hips and legs and thighs 

How women adore a physically strong man no matter 
what they say, not to be dominated by him but to 
feel his enormous massive rough power, so different 
from their flexible strength 

And she wants to grip him with a gritty satisfaction like 
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gripping a rough coarse beautiful clean cloth, like 
running your fingers through rough prickly warm 
sand, feeling his deep rough power and exciting 
strength, it is the reason women gasp and moan the 
way they do, and so it is as though her thighs are 
lips and his pelvis is a cock, and she wants his entire 
body to orgasm inside of her and all around her, she 
wants to feel him take his pleasure inside of her, 
she wants to feel his excitement get more and more 
frenzied, as it always does -- a penis tormented by 
the artful precise relentless tickling of a woman’s 
vagina, so that it seems to want to leap forward out 
of itself entirely, as though an arm would try to 
punch itself free of its sleeve 

And what a man feels then is the visceral equivalent of the 
most intense beauty 

And so in the only secrecy that is shared, he divulges his 
secrets into her, and she opens her mouth to take 
them and then he speaks to her more loudly still, 
emphatically, and they both say the same to each 
other, confessions torn out by him, and yet by her, 
divulged spoken into her, and into him, in a way she 
can never unspeak, in a way he can never unhear 


These thoughts swim like blood cells inside him, the handle 
so strong then, she cannot get away from it, yet she 
does not want to, it hurts and yet still she swallows 
around it, her belly swallows around it, and then all 
the rest of her does 

Her two legs, the inner edge, like index finger and thumb, 
spread, are holding an invisible something, with 
tension, behind his back 

She is lifting this heavy thing and he is helping her lift; 
crepe mouth of the gladiola, wood grain of handle, 
gardener’s hand working the spade to the ground 
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and now she lies on a dim bed sheet, her thighs 
point to the wall past her head 

And they are two dogs made of butter in the green 
moonlight, sliding together 

Their base melting partly away, he flows behind her, and 
they are two layers of marble grinding a feather 
between them 

He is a gargoyle impending her right shoulder, she is a wolf 
snarling back smiling, her eyes closed, and her face 
is still for a moment, her mouth open like a 
ceramic figurine 

And his pelvis is a fiddlehead fern curled upward to hers, 
his hand on the globe of her buttocks, and he pushes 
it with slow rhythmic statements forward and up 

He seems to be looking down into her, and he kisses her up 
and down her back, placing his mouth on her 
shoulder, cupping her two breasts gently with his 
palms, and his love for her then is complete 


It is morning, and he has fallen face down onto the sand, 
gathering it toward his chest with both his forearms, 
trying to hold it with his elbows, gripping onto it 
deeper with his stomach, which cannot quite grasp, 
and therefore it is helped by a third hand, pushing 
up under the edge of the wooden table that he is, yet 
so heavy, although so light, so light, and the legs hit 
the floor, here, there, there 

He is an inch worm on the leaf of her belly, there is a ledge 
inside her and his throat is placed onto it, a cord is 
gathered around it but his neck rejoices in the 
bumper of milkweed placed beneath his chin, he 
shrugs his shoulders more quickly as though to 
work himself free of his shirt, his arm tries to punch 
itself free of its sleeve, he is a car through a car 
wash with pinpricks of effervescent damp air and 
both his throats are shouting out into the space 
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ahead of them, the place they are trying to get to 
which they can never reach, never come near; the 
underside of a fish, the water streaming past, and a 
line in its mouth, runs the whole length of its belly 
fastened to a point at the river’s bottom there is a 
ledge inside her and his throat is placed onto it, a 
shell forming around his yoke, a hand grabs a weed 
and pulls it by the roots, there is a clod of dirt there 
and crumbs sprinkle down onto the hand held out, 
and her hand is moving its fingers underneath him, 
feeling the grains fall 


In travail and yet dreaming, someone holds a dandelion 
puff near her ear, blowing onto it, then laughing 
into it and blowing some more, and then she begins 
to laugh too, although more loudly, her spine laughs 
and the two candles lit inside her hips are finally 
blown out 

She feels the candle smoke wound to a thread inside of her 
pulled upward now, and a loud gust of laughter, and 
there is hilarity in the room, the adjustments of 
space itself, the triviality of time 


His face dips down into the streaming water, and he seems 
to be drinking from an invisible fountain near her 
cheek, he sees the joke now, far down somewhere 
in the mattress, he must nail its head, once, twice — 
trying to touch it in some way, and then he tries to 
taste it inside her shoulder, inside her hair, and then 
there is another loud gust of laugher 

They hold the thread between them with their two 
stomachs, trying to hold it, but it slips away and 
they must find it, trying to hold it longer, they tickle 
each other with the feather they have held between 
them through the whole night 
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He is working it around inside of her; she is smiling at him 
all the while, she knows he can never reach what he 
is aiming for, and she feels his other part, 
depending, knocking, in its sweetness, and she 
brushes her fingernails around it as though to twirl 
it into a knot, how cool they are and lovely against 
her palm as she holds him there, and they study 
each other’s faces and exchange a thousand secret 
jokes, this is the secrecy that does not need privacy 
and it entangles their fingers and toes in each other, 
wraps their arms around each other, like two 
windblown sweaters on a clothesline embracing, 
then he feels downward entirely for the rest of her, 
she feels for him with her whole body, there is a 
new understanding then between them, and she 
knows what he is thinking; now he is a vine that 
opens all its leaves, drawing in her sun, soaking in 
her rain, the bottle is quite full and so it only waits 
to be poured, but he will not pour it out yet 


And so once more he is working a feather around inside of 
her, her legs are two feathers up and down the back 
of his; she is smiling at him the whole time 


In this a man knows the deepest possible delight, it is not 
pleasure, it is not joy, it is delight, knowing no time 
but only rhythm, knowing no self but only selves, 
skin within skin, grasped, smoothed out, spread 
away, re-grasped, drawn around and in, someone is 
pulling her veils down from her and gathering them 
around himself, working himself further into them, 
never losing his grip, never satisfied, grabbing 
always more, she is the unaccountable, the newly 
found treasure, the irreplaceable 
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And she opens herself to all of him now, and she opens 
every part, she is like a star fish on a beach, his sun 
all the warmth and light around her, her nipples 
blossoming, reaching their petals to the air, and the 
closed eyelid between her two legs weeps for joy 


He places both his hands underneath her buttocks touching 
her shoulder with his throat, moving only a part of 
himself, with all the rhythmic energy and precision 
of a workman, pushing her fabric up into a tent then 
pulling it all back down, reshaped to an impression 
of his entrances and exits; loose flowing skin more 
alive than any strength can be, inexhaustible, subtle, 
soft, and so he lets it stay bunched up just a little bit 
inside the frills, and with the loose sheet softly 
around his waist settled over his hips and the back 
of his legs, he murmurs kisses into her ear 


Her thighs still holding him, she slides her heels down to 
feel his weight, and he rests for long minutes 
between her legs, which she spreads out still more 
for him, and he nearly sleeps, then when he wakes 
she smiles, kisses him, sliding the edge of one foot 
along his calf, twirling the frayed end of a rope with 
her finger tips, until it fills her grasp again 
completely, a thick line that she draws him forward 
with, and he begins to move over her like a tortoise, 
as she puts the wet leaf of her tongue between his 
teeth, and then raises her chin as though she were 
opening her legs to let him suck the top of her throat 
all the way down to its root, she gives him both her 
breasts now, opening her arms and her ribs and her 
skin to his biting and pulling, delighting in the feel 
of his teeth and tongue, the sand prickling of his 
beard, his warm tap against her thigh, and she opens 
her lips wider for his tongue and then to his whole 
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mouth, raising her navel up to give him more, 
wanting to give him everything 


And there is someone else undressing her very quickly, 
plucking straps down, unsnapping, peeling, 
directing, and yet she stands there still and straight 
for him, smiling, waiting for a kiss on her cheek, 
perhaps then heavy hands against her shoulders 
weigh her down, her breasts smearing flat against 
his stomach, her throat pressed against a zipper, 
then holding it up by the long neck inspecting with 
a pointed tongue, speaking to it with her pouted 
lips, giving her face to its quick jabs, then opening 
her star for it as well, one ear pressed to the carpet, 
a mushroom cap worked into a throat held open for 
long minutes as she gags inside her abdomen from 
it as though she were suspended from a hook 


And then there is a thick root of plastic sliding through her, 
her wrists are bound in an x behind her back, her 
legs are free, at moments they search through space 
like a lobster’s feelers, and one of his arms grasps 
her around the middle, she is so small and light in 
his grip, she is surprised at herself as she tips her 
body left and right in rocking movements, she is 
like a moth in the spider’s clench in which she cries 
out three times in shrill sharp gasps, not of pain, not 
of pleasure, she screams in something other, 
something more, this is what he has been wanting 
all along, and he wrings her over and over like a 
cloth 

She screams in some kind of ecstasy, it is ecstasy that she 
feels; he hears it in her voice, he feels it through her 
shaking legs; her sounds draw all of space and time 
into themselves, they suck it in and spit it out in 
gulping waves, like a drowning man gulping air 
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There is an eel inside her, gripping her bone in its jaws, 
tearing at it, and its body, which is a tail, is a ribbon, 
is a banner tickling her at a hundred points, and the 
skin of her whole body feels like a dandelion puff, 
she spasms and flexes back arching, clenching, 
opening further, breaking apart for him, and he 
places the end of himself at her opening for one 
moment, until she cries out for him again, and then 
he flows up through her like a whole tree coming up 
from the ground in one instant, branching upward 
through her back and out through her arms, her legs 
are hanging down, her legs are limp as he crams all 
of himself up and in to her and then scoops her 
toward himself like a man pulling a shirt down over 
his head, and she feel his sliding in all the way up 
into her stomach and his drawing out all the way 
down 


How smooth it is and how strong down through the middle, 
a metal poker covered with silk and blunted with 
velvet, and she wishes she had hands inside of her 
belly to draw it in deeper, to hold it, to let it go 
again, to let it play, not knowing where it will touch 
next 

She wishes she had two hands inside her belly to hold it, 
and so she rows her hips faster to draw him in and 
keep him, with his deep hovering movement, like a 
wasp against the air, he hovers into her and touches 
into her, and she aches with a gaping passivity that 
can never be overcome, which he surpasses with a 
few sharp strikes 


He can feel her feel all of this, he feels her needing him, at 


first she had accepted and then she had enjoyed, 
delighted, played, but now he knew that she needed, 
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her opening was a channel that hung onto him, 
worked itself apart to let him, sucking back around 
to grasp, to tease, torment, the slippery ecstatic 
tickling of a woman’s cunt around a cock, sucking it 
beyond what any mouth can suck, maddening it 
until it stands beside itself 

How much he loves her now, even though he is hurting her; 
how he would give her all of his life, even though 
he is killing her, how he would give her everything 
he has, even though he is taking everything 


And if you saw them now, as though from above, you 
would see him kiss her belly with kisses that seem 
like silent cries shouted into her skin,you would see 
her lying still, eyes closed, her arms draped loosely 
around his neck as with a fierce enthusiasm he puts 
all his strength into her, wanting to lift her from the 
bed and see her first accepting, but then quickly 
meeting him, her thighs stroking his sides, the way 
the calipers of her fingers once selected and 
assessed until at last you see her become nearly still, 
and he turns into something different, butting her 
forward, the top of her head against the sheet, and 
so she lifts his heavy wet laundry up from the 
basket between her legs and heaves it onto her chest 
repeatedly, he is several men now trying to rush 
through a door fighting each other, collapsing, 
melting back into one, shrinking away, leaving just 
empty trousers behind 


And then you would see her lying on a low black couch, 
her thighs pointing to the wall behind, as a shadow 
that is very tall and broad places a third forearm 
upon her, asking, spoon against spoon but with 
fingertips playing through harp strings she directs 
him in, she is a throat that can swallow the longest 
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swords, circling her hips, feeling it, knowing, 
pushing back, balancing all his weight on two soft 
springs, levitating him, despite his frantic shoving, a 
huge ball rolling in a small socket, a piston carried 
in a silk purse, until at last she crosses her ankles 
behind him, and with her arms spread out like 
wings, stretches her nipples up into the dark, her 
legs are like a tuning fork around his waist, and she 
tingles everywhere, the light in the room is like fine 
bright hairs stood on end, with her chin tipped up 
she squeezes the milk from the sponge, pulling it 
forward a bit, wanting to see, feeling the warm first 
drops of the rain 

And now with her eyes like slits she is wetting his rough 
beard with the flat of her tongue, she is a kitten 
lapping as he swizzles himself around in her glass, 
and he pushes once more with slow rhythmic 
statements forward and up, it is like the water at 
night against the wooden pier, heavy bumpers have 
been hung from the dock and long weeds trail in 
scarves, she reaches back, she is a line securing 
him, her palm as light as a bird’s nest, and then she 
weighs up his coins, counting them one by one 
through the bag 

The strings of his purse are drawn tight and then 
enormously opened, she can feel this about to be as 
she skims quickly, back and forth, through his 
pages, there is a cord that ties all his cloth into a 
pucker, and she pulls at its string to undo it, she 
does this with a conscious design and method yet 
the invisible hand that has been passing all night 
long over his body and whose fingers race up like 
dry leaves in a gust between his legs still keeps its 
grip on a slipping jar 
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He seems to be looking down into her pelvis as he grabs 
inside of her more and for a moment, its throat 
choked off by a picket fence, there is a dog barking 
in her and then its jaws grip her hand playfully, its 
wet tongue licking happy and excited, there is a 
dog’s tongue licking her, there is a dog eating from 
a dish, there is a dog sniffing around the roots of a 
tree, there is a dog with its fur bristled and a vein 
standing out down the length of its back, its tail 
pointing straight 

She feels the pairs of arms, she feels the strength of each, 
the warmth of the fabric and the softness, the 
precise joining of the cuff, the wrinkles, the gather, 
the smoothing out, the strength of the arm inside 
and the definition of each of its muscles, the warm 
strong quick arm so alive and unpredictable 


Foreskin more alive than any penis, inexhaustible, subtle, 
soft, feeling so deep in all its surfaces, waking to its 
own touch and to all others’, anticipating feeling 
and extending it, brutal literal cock, endlessly alive 
foreskin 

Frenulum, precise jointure at the underside, endlessly 
shouting uvula of a throat, the moist root and tongue 
cord, the point where stem becomes leaf 

Glans, a name meaning acorn, and yet I say it is a leaf, it is 
a leaf whose webbing of infinitesimal veins is 
flushed with whole torrents of light and of warmth 
filling up the most finely woven threads, it is a cob 
web holding heavy beads of rain, and yet there is a 
power as well, for now you would see them 
stretched at midday painted in dark stripes by 
venetian blinds, as their navels fitted together are 
like the two halves of a locket shut, and he is 
moving not one part but only one part of one part, 
the base of his stomach seeming to have its own 
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jointure, and a long peg finds its hole, so that the 
whole bed frame is shaking visibly 


Watching from behind you see the globes of his hips 
striped with a bar of shadow and hollowed in their 
rapid flexing, his thighs are pressed flat, his legs are 
a braced v shape, his spine is as strong as a curved 
spar, the vertebrae are a string of beads underneath 
a linen cloth, the striated shadows of all the muscles 
in his back can be see quite clearly now, the 
sunflowers of her nipples taking in his warmth 


And yet he is looking into something in the space just 
above her, she watches his chest and his shoulders 
and the curve of his throat but then at last she closes 
her eyes, the fingers of both her hands touching at 
her own shoulders, sometimes it is like when a man 
scrubs under one arm with a soapy cloth, sometimes 
it is like when a fish whips its tail when it is lifted 
from the water 

And he would like to do this with all the women of the 
world, she would like to do it with all the men that 
she sees on the street, he wishes he could be inside 
her still further, she wishes he could reach up into 
her throat, he wishes he could reach into her still 
more firmly, she wishes he could break her open all 
the way, he wishes he were greater to do even more 
and she wishes he were everywhere from the heels 
of her feet up to the top of her head 


It is night and someone else is running his tongue up and 
down her back, and another is feeding her from the 
front, it is night and the first one enters and 
withdraws, withdraws and enters, entrance filling to 
its own brim and falling backward to its drawing 
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down, he has a hand on the small of her back and is 
deeply absorbed in his own motions, it is night and 
the man in front of her feeds the mouth to her 
tongue, he enters the vagina of her throat, he enters 
her from behind and the other one from the front 
and she is pressed between them, she is a flower 
pressed between the pages of a heavy book, she is 
smiling to the man before her and pressing her head 
back to the man behind 


Vagina, fullest, densest blossom drawn back down into its 


stem, stem and leaves and roots filling with whole 
capillary webs of sun, of warmth, filling with whole 
days of rain, creased fabric made entirely of frills, 
curled wet tongue around a finger feeling carefully 
inside a mouth, mouth kissing deeply with always 
parted lips 


Softest lips called labia, but I say they are the softest lips, 


clitoris which means to hide and yet how loudly it 
declares itself, womb, secret center never touched, 
as when the light is focused by a lens into a lemon 
slice of sun, there where five fingertips might come 
together 


Mouth that is not only for saying words, mouth that is not 


just for eating, tongue that is a whole life in itself, 
hands that are not hands for working, fingers doing 
more than counting, hands that grasp each other, 
fingers that lace together, tense basket weave of 
man and woman, man and man, woman and woman 
eyes that look into each other, seeing the world only 
through this lens, widening and deepening, surfaces 
becoming globes 


Someone is swimming through her streams, through her 
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river, someone is working with loose ankles and 
knees, the fluid intertwining of two legs through the 
water, the quick interweaving of leg around leg, of 
water and water 


He is a boat weighed with a heavy weight and tied up in a 
slip, the water all around at the front and down 
along the sides and she is the warm spring soil, and 
a hand like the points of a wooden rake is making 
its furrows 


He is the stem and leaves of a tomato plant slicked back in 
a rain shower, water dripping down the stem and 
around the small fruit 

She is the wishbone of a young sapling, he is the shoots of 
the bean vines arching up through the ground 

She is the leaves of the tree itself tousled into spirals and 
twists, he is the wind blowing through with sharp 
rain with bits of sand scouring the bark 


She is the garden’s earth after a shower, he is a bare foot 
making a long print 

She is two roses coming from the same stem, he is three 
fingers feeling their silk as a tailor feels the most 
expensive cloth 

She is two sunflowers side by side, he is the violet blue sky 
that drinks them 

She is slim poles for the pole beans chopped and gathered 
in a far wood, he is the rope that holds them in a 
bundle, fibers the color of straw and rough as a 
horse blanket, braided, strong, scratchy against the 
hand 


She is three pale eggs in a nest with leaf shadows on them, 
his breast is full and beating and very warm 


She is three white lilies with their throats open, he is the 
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long spears of green grass around 

She is the dark green leaves of the plum tree, he is the small 
round fruit hanging between 

She is the broad papery leaves of the green squash, he is the 
vine beneath warmed in the hot sun that shines 
through in two yellow slants 

She is the soft heart shaped leaves of the pea vines, he is 
the green stems clutching, twining and tangling 

She is the fragrant velvet green of the basil leaves, he is the 
small tight buds held between 


He is the branches of the plum tree with their sticky gum, 
she is the fragrance of the plum itself grassy and 
sweet 

He is the green jade of the watermelon, she is the pink 
insides the color of a peony 

He is the green marble of the honeydew, she is the pale 
seeds inside as though of sunflowers 

He is the tough hide of the cantaloupe the color of an 
almond’s shell with a webbing of light green and 
with a musky scent 


She is the smooth inside as slippery as a melting ice cube 
and with a sticky juice 

She is the soft black berries fully ripe like sparkly ink, he is 
the thick stem like a rhubarb cane and its papery 
green leaves 

She is shadows in the vines and leaves damp and cool and 
with a cob web feel, he is the down pour of sun as 
hot as lemonade 

She is the soft dirt black and sticky after the rain, he is the 
black grit itself with a couple small stones 

She is the granular web of the dirt that can be traced in with 
a finger, and dried on your finger later it is not 
sandy but like a burnt bread crust, he is the very dry 
dirt the color of lamp black and pouring through 
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your fingers like coarse flour 


He is the strong chest of the earth whose beating heart is 
like the sun, she is the warmth of the air in the 
summer afternoon, humid and still 

He is the embrace of the grass itself that holds the entire 
day in its wide palm, she is the lines and fibers in 
the palm, intricate and fine 

He is the soil underneath the grass that bathes it in its dews, 
she is like the grass itself, a covering like the most 
beautiful cloth 

He is the deep shelf of rock underneath the soil, supporting 
layer upon layer as the bones support the muscles 
and the skin, she is the webbing of dark veins like 
the flesh of the whole earth 


She is the deep heart at the core of all growing things, heart 
like the yoke of an egg, he is the growing itself and 
the energy in it like a spring that steadily expands 

She is the opening and the flush of the streams that fill the 
soil, he is the waves of the streams and the crest of 
each wave 

She is the full level held within each single ripe thing, he is 
the brim of the rain drop hanging just past the leaf’s 
edge 

She is like the ripe plum the ripe peach the ripened pear he 
is like the stem from which each one hangs, he is 
like the branch from which they do 


He is like the power of the water of the waves and of the 
wind, she is like the rippled openings in the waves 
of grass, the shaking swaying of the tree tops the 
low dark bushes 


He is like the lightning cutting down through the night’s 
bark, she is like the tall tree standing by itself and 


24 


its white denuded boll 


He is like a rainstorm with misty plumb lines of rain, with 
pummeling glass beads, she is like the open face of 
the earth taking all and giving back fields of flowers 
as though out of a breast pocket 


He is like the wide stillness after the storm a few drops 
tapping a few birds singing here and there, she is 
like the humid air itself, cooler now, and with an 
ever deepening scent 


She is like the air of spring that sprays your face with shore 
mist raindrops, he is like the paths in the field 
leading up to the apple orchard, partly of dirt and 
mud and partly of stone 


She is like the air of summer that smells of flowers and 
black dirt and sun, he is like the heat in the air, the 
buzz of flies restless near a cobweb pane 


She is like the air of autumn, the burning up of the year, he 
is like the bright flash in the flaking rain soaked 
trees, forsythia yellow and gold 


She is like the air of the winter months, pure and clean and 
bright, he is like the winter moon, shining down on 
the open snow field 


How many kinds of beauty are there in the world, and in 
how many places are they found, how many kinds 
of beauty are there in each woman, and in each 
man, and in how many places are these found? 
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He is the squared off frame made of bamboo poles, she is 
the curled leaves spiraling around, the chins of their 
flowers resting on its shoulder 

He is a white clothes line stretched across the light, she is 
the clothes hanging with arms spread out and 
growing warm in the sun 

He is the white picket fence along the yard, she is the lilacs 
there and the gladiolas burning in sunlight 

He is the wooden frame for the windows, she is the window 
glass reflecting the sky, the trees 

He is the wooden frame for the hot bed made of old boards, 
a glass door set over it as a roof to gather the light, 
she is the bed itself with rows of cup-like hollows 
and green shoots standing 

He is the clear windows of the green house in which a 
dozen suns are shining, she is the lemon tree quite 
still in the warm sweet air 

He is the post at the corner of the garden where three wire 
fences come together, she is the webbing of green 
vines over it, it is a piece of drift wood from a green 
sea, she is the water underneath each swell 

It is the green of the lake water that blooms in the later 
spring, a pea green film of pollen on the surface, 
green dust of pollen filling its atmosphere 


This is what they have come from, she was the weeds’ soft 
yellow buds, he was the dark braids the color of a 
fir tree 

She was the concave swell along the surface, filled with a 
million seeds, he was the spots of sunlight set down 
through 

She was the luminous depths of amber, he was the long 
bent fingers reaching up, he was the dark fish 
haunting, their shadows cast across shaded stones, 
she was the moss beneath with its green fuzz and 
light sparkles 
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He was the shelly bottom of the shallows, and she was the 
water wiping across them, she was the slit open 
purse of the milkweed with its sticky juice, he was 
the startled seeds of white feathers dispersed 
through the field 

She is the hollow of cool air in the hill’s damp shade, he is 
the black soil underneath the tree 


She is the soft tickling carpet of the green grass itself, he is 
the prickly crab grass, the tough rooted dandelion, 
the arching green pink stem with its frothy white 
juice 

She is the leaves of the giant sunflower, strangest most 
uncanny of all flowers, he is the dense velvet of its 
wide iris, he is the center of its gaping mouth 

She is the soft fabric of the sunflower’s petals and the 
heaviness of its bending neck, he is the flexible 
strong holding of the stem as thick as a small tree, 
the dirt spotted coarse that has pushed open layers 
of earth 

The leaves of the sunflower seem to be hiding from view 
an invisible body, it has leaf covers for two breasts 
and for the jointure between two legs, he is the 
sunlight’s fingers reaching down through its 
streaming hair 


He is the light itself which is the sun burning hot on your 
face as you stand leaning with one hand on the 
hacked up trunk of the telephone pole, you feel the 
hot light on your hair and on your neck and on your 
shoulder and arm, the rough splinters of wood are 
warm also, it is a long silent afternoon and the heat 
itself hums in the trees, she is the pulsing trees all 
around, licked over by tongues of wind, with 
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currents of breeze, opened up with clover shaped 
crackings of light 


She is the warm air steady on your face as you run down 
the gully’s slope and run across the bright green 
field to meet your friends, the grass is springy 
underneath your foot, it is thick and tangles your 
legs and you have to lift your knees high to get 
through, he is the shoe pushing through the thick 
tangles of the grass, he is the foot inside it pushing 
and flexing, she is the elastic sock around the ankle, 
she is the strong plain fabric of the pants 


How beautiful the green of the field is, the blue of the sky, 
a light blue that yet is so deep, deeper than any 
color is, bottomless the depths of the sky, and how I 
feel dizzy on the stem of my legs looking up into it, 
and how my head is like a leaf blown around 
weightless and spinning, and yet how beautiful she 
is to him in her dress of soft cotton, in her dress of 
green silk, and how beautiful he is to her in his dark 
trousers, trim and straight, and in his clean white 
shirt 


He is the rain showering down on your face as you look 
up into it, you feel the rain water on your ear and on 
your forehead and on your nose and you open your 
mouth as though to drink from the sky itself, it is a 
hot still day and the heat is like a pool of water that 
ripples outward when something is poured down 
into it, it is a hot still afternoon and the trees had 
been as though asleep, but now they are as though 
beginning to wake up, even the grass had been 
asleep but now the grass too is awakening even the 
flowers had been stunned in the hot sunlight their 
colors looking pale, but now their colors have 
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deepened and they are vibrating visibly, and she is 
the listening of the petals and of the stems and of 
the trees and grass 


He is the road down through the low hills leading out of 
town, down along where there are garden plots set 
out with crossed sticks catching sunlight, wicker 
basket arbors shaded in wit roses and grapes, and 
there are straight rows of lettuce, green peppers and 
neat rows of corn, each plant showing separate in 
the slanted light, the dairy farms spread out wide to 
the left and to the right, the grey slat boards of the 
pen, the silver drinking trough, a pump behind it, 
dark spots of the cattle on the yellow green sun 
table of the hill 


She is the open troughs of the ploughed up fields turning 
amber and gold, the crowded together corn of the 
enormous open with waves moving across it like the 
green surface of a pond, with wind moving through 
it as across a lake, shadows stretching out along the 
road’s shoulder, the shadows of the high tension 
poles that rise ten stories high, the fan blades of the 
wind mills turning with strange slowness 


She is the green bright hills spread out like the green moss 
clinging to a tree, the rock and soil underneath is the 
tree’s bark, the fields are a green blanket thrown out 
in a rippling wave and then falling into place, she is 
the huge spaces where the roads do not cut, she is 
the reaching up and back of the farthest hill line as 
you drive along, two lone tall trees like green buds 
sucked up by the blue sky 

The circle of the hills around is filled with the open sky, the 
sky is a mouth that sucks the green hill’s nipples, 
the sky is a wave of blue breaking up on the earth 


29 


shore, the white dust of clouds high up are the shore 
mist, the floating spots of cloud are the breakers’ 
white froth 

It is here that they are from where the trees shining into the 
pond make a green iris with a spot of sun in its 
pupil, where tall threads grow up from the earth 
under the water, the open fingers of a hand holding 
the water’s lens upward to the sky, where her hair is 
the falling leaves shining gold and green and faint 
red, where the bright yellow of hay fields is 
thatched into a roof of gold rippling across the 
light’s surface, where the pieces of black soil filter 
down like sand through the green hourglass and 
their clasp down below is sticky and heavy and 
dense, where a million grains of wheat are falling 
through the waves’ pulsation and shimmer, where 
the cells of yellow green pollen are spurted through 
the open shafts and held suspended like enormous 
freight in spotlit cables of gold dust and yet 
however great they never can break the eyelid of the 
surface but remain an eternal possible, a dream 
where the neuron’s of silver flash instantly over the 
bright globe as it hangs down into the sky where the 
silver trout have spawned and shot like arrows to 
the limits of his body of her body, where the 
seething pulp of light behind their eyes drew them 
upward into the funnel of sunlight where they were 
poured upward and through endlessly, where day 
and night and sun and moon shone down into the 
deep pool of her belly from which he drank deeply 
in an ecstatic thirst and where her ripples opened 
outward for him without limit to the edges of the 
world 
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In the dark room, in the small dark room with one bed one 
dresser old and with strange scorings along one 
side, one dripping air conditioner, one faintly 
yellow light near the cheap vanity 


In the dark room where there is a shower tap around the 
corner, the floor tiles always faintly slippery, an 
industrial chemical smell, or sometimes a camphor 
smell, and near the toilet a plastic pail with a plastic 
liner into which one drops the used toilet paper, 
smeared with shit, because the plumbing cannot 
accept it, you drop it there and a girl will take it out 
later, and there is a roach in the corner looking 
black in the dim light, then gone, and in the room 
there is a table for giving massages covered by a 
sheet of white paper, the table is three feet wide and 
six feet long and it feels just like a weight lifting 
bench, there is an amber light above the door, there 
is an intercom near the door but it does not work, a 
remnant of better times, there is the smell of roach 
spray that lingers in the back of your throat 


And yet how beautiful you are in the dim room, how 
beautiful you are in your life so different from mine, 
how beautiful you are, your slim soft arms, your 
shoulders, the hollow near your collar bone, the side 
of your neck, the black hair spilling there into a 
whirlpool, your ear like a little shell, your high 
cheek bones, your wide mouth your white teeth, 
your broad flat nose your deep eyes very round and 
almond like both at once, uncanny eyes, how 
beautiful you are, your chest, your ribs, your 
breathing that I can feel, your beating heart that I 
can hear, your soft breasts, the dark medallions of 
your nipples, your belly, your navel, how beautiful 
your vagina is to me, a crease that opens into folds 
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and then more folds and then a small channel inside 
of you, how beautiful your legs are, how beautiful 
your ankles and your two bare feet, how beautiful 
are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter 


Who are you, you are from Tauyuan where your mother is 


a hairdresser and your father tends bar, your brother 
drives a delivery truck, hauling boxes of drinking 
water, heavy boxes in 100 degree heat all day long, 
you have a day job at a day care center and you do 
this on the side, they do not know, no one knows 
your real name 


Who are you, you are from Chia Yi, and your mother who 


is dead used to harvest tea leaves, all day with a 
broad hat covered with a cloth, face veiled by mesh, 
looking a bit like a bee keeper, breaking tea leaves 
skillfully, she does not know that you do this, you 
go to the temple every day and pray that she cannot 
see you, that no one ever knows 


Who are you, you are from Iy Lan, where the eastern shore 


is swept through by typhoons about once a month, 
you are from the eastern coast where your brothers 
are fishermen, your parents are dead since you were 
seven, you have one younger sister and no one 
knows that you do this, no one knows your real 
name 


Who are you, you are from Ping Dong, the old time city in 


the far south, at the island’s southern tip, filled with 
gangsters and with few foreigners and so for this 
reason I am very strange to you and you are very 
shy and yet still friendly, no one knows that you do 
this, no one knows your real name 


Who are you, your parents own a candy store in 


Shuanglien, an old part of the city, you work in 
the open air market there that runs the length of five 
city blocks, laubahn and his wife make bau tz and 
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you help and wait on customers, no one knows that 
you do this, no one knows your real name 


Who am I, I am no one, I am from nowhere 


Here is my blood, take the blood out of my veins, I give it 
to you now, I pour it out for you now, endless 
libation, here is my face for you to wear if you 
should want to, here is my skin to cover you and to 
protect always, here are my two eyes to watch over 
you, my two hands to give you anything you want, 
my two arms to embrace you now and in all time to 
come, wherever you may go, and here and now, in 
this pit this hole this sewer drain to which the 
managers of the new world order and the free 
market have consigned you 

Here is my blood, take the blood out of my veins, I give it 
to you now, may you live forever, may you live 
beyond me into the new world that I can only 
glimpse in moments of intoxication, stricken blind, 
rendered mute by your beauty, your living body, 
your incomparable soul, take the blood out of my 
veins, I give it to you now so that you live forever 
in a new place that is not this place 


How beautiful you are, your back and narrow shoulders 
dim and yet so clearly visible in the darkness, let me 
touch you everywhere and let my lips pass over 
you, over your brow so high and perfect thoughtful 
and secretive, down through the slight hollow 
between your eyebrows, and as I kiss you there I 
can feel them against my lips 


Let me kiss you now again, and my lips pass over you, over 


your eyelids closed now and I feel your lashes, what 
are your eyes seeing as you lie there, what do they 
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ever see, tell me, I want to know everything about 
you, present past and future, how beautiful you are 
in the dim room in the darkness, how perfect and 
how fragile 


It was you with your topaz eyes the color of coffee pouring 
out, Arabian coffee strongest and most fragrant, 
Arabian ponies most powerful and most beautiful, 
with long tails as black as your own black hair, 
onyx black, obsidian black, your hair so thick and 
strong and gorgeous, the beauty of your wide mouth 
your perfect white teeth your lips of shell pink or of 
coral, wide lips, rosebud lips, lips so silent in the 
dark room where my face moves toward yours as 
though through dim water, your eyelids like soft 
mounds of snow in the moon light, your nose that is 
a carving of the most precious jade, graceful, 
perfectly smooth, and absolutely noble 


It was you Shi-Chin, a graceful hollowness to your cheek, 
your tapered jawline and aristocratic mouth, your 
narrow delicate lips, a tapered nose; your thick soft 
pubic hair, how I loved every inch of you, 
remembering you now, remembering your 
fingertips on the back of my neck, your slender 
arms around my neck, your slim legs wrapped 
around me, your small breasts pressed into my 
chest, remembering your kisses your crying out into 
the empty room that you loved me, and you made 
complex designs on the back of my neck with your 
gripping fingernails, remembering you 


I write this pornography for you, luminous hemorrhage of 
night’s artery, outside the blinds, luminous blood 
splashed on the pages here, black light of 
pornography, intoxicated speech and darkened 
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clarity, radium jewel, I write this pornography for 
you, I do not give it to the others, I give it to you, it 
is a useless gift of gemstones, of black diamonds 
glittering in the night of catastrophe 

I write this pornography for you, the record of desperation, 
despicable images of the despised, in your society it 
is you, and in my society it is me 

I write this pornography for you, the catastrophic 
discourses of flesh and blood 


I write it all for you Shiao-Lann, Cantonese beauty, with 
your wide mouth and a thousand gleaming teeth, 
your broad flat nose and your cheekbones from 
Genghis Khan, your huge eyes and angular face, 
and your deep low voice so curious and amusing, I 
write it all for you, for the time when you lay your 
head on my chest and your fingers traced idly 
through the sand of my forearm, when your 
cigarette smoke near the lamp was water at the 
bottom of a pail, and you spilled it over me fragrant 
and warm like tea with honey in it when you 
snapped off the light and turned upon your side to 
kiss me, and I felt the small tadpole that played in 
the green pond of my face where your smile 
illuminated it and the warm breeze of your breath 
fostered its simple joy 


I write it all for you To-A with your fair skin, tall woman 
like a new sapling, your long straight dark brown 
hair, To-A from Saigon, do you remember when we 
lay on our sides embracing, we were two bodies 
thrown down, two continents two worlds 
overturned, our legs intertwined and our four arms 
wrapped around each other, as we tried frantically 
to crawl into each other’s mouths, the most 
passionate kisses of my life, you To-A 
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And I have heard it said that prostitutes will never kiss their 
clients, and yet you did kiss me so intensely and so 
long, it was a famishing inside of you that you tried 
to fill, it was a famishing inside of me, and one 
night as I came down into the city on a bus that was 
descending through the steep hills just south of 
town, in the darkness of the cabin where a small 
dark hole dropped a thin tube of light to the 
suffocating face of a book’s page, my cell phone 
rang suddenly, silently, buzzing like a cicada in the 
stilled treetop of my jacket, and your voice 
blossomed into my ear then, your sun broke through 
the plastering of the leaves, for me, then 


And you said to me, ‘I kiss me,’ you said, and then 
correcting yourself at once you said, ‘I kiss you,’ I 
kiss you and that was all, and I went later to the 
hotel to find you but they told me that you had gone 
back to Saigon and I never saw you again and I 
knew then that it was your way of saying goodbye 
to me, I kiss you, you said, saying good bye to me 
forever 

I write it all for you Hong-Ling short and cute and always 
acting like a child, even though you were thirty, yet 
your day job was in a daycare center and so perhaps 
that’s why, I write it all for you, your humor and 
your sweet good nature, your wide mouth in 
laughter your bright eyes, the strange tattoos that 
you had everywhere it seemed, one on one shoulder, 
one on your back, one across your abdomen, your 
high pitched lovely voice speaking Mandarin with 
such elegance, revealing casually then its special 
beauty, its bell like clarity, I remember your voice 
so well 


36 


I write it for you Ing-Tao, and your name means cherry in 
Mandarin, but it was not your name, I never knew 
your name, and of all the women I was with you 
were the only one who did not want to have 
intercourse, at first you wouldn’t even take your 
clothes off, you would only kiss me, and so you did 
on and on, the two of us lying on the bed both fully 
clothed, and I remember in the summer when I was 
a boy seeing in the afternoons sometimes a 
workman climbing up a telephone pole, a heavy belt 
wrapped around him and the pole, using both feet 
and both hands, climbing upward to the burning 
sun, listening to the silent voices rushing there, my 
upper and lower teeth held on to your chin like his 
cleated boots to the pole, my face was a large glass 
pane and you were washing it, the bright sun in 
your eyes, I bobbed for apples in your silent shout, 
our faces only, our two faces ground a silver thread 
between them, were two huge buildings connected 
by a thin wire, and we both cried out into each 
other’s speakers over this quite unexpected 
emergency 

Later you brought me to your tiny apartment, it was in the 
winter when the weather was always chill and rainy 
and sitting the both of us on your small bed you 
reached down into a low drawer and took out a pair 
of warm socks and gave them to me, Ing-Tao, 
cherry your name means cherry, I write it here now, 
I will remember you forever 

How I remember still Shao Lann, Lili, Shi Chin, Ing Tao, 
To-A 


How I remember still, your graceful throat, the hollow 
above your breast bone, the beauty mark on your 
chest, your soft full arms, your slim legs, your small 
breasts, your creamy skin, the darkness of your 
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nipples, your slender hips, so beautiful and curved, 
and when you lay on your side and I let my hand 
travel the length of your rib cage and down and over 
your thigh, your gently rounded abdomen 

How I remember still, your black hair shiny coarse and 
thick and strong, hair to grip like a farmer pulling 
weeds, hair to grip your fingers through like a 
farmer loading a bale of straw, hair to grip your 
fingers through like teeth into an apple, hair to grip 
like raking up a pile of sand, coarse warm sand, hair 
to grip like sucking on an orange, hair to grip like 
squeezing warm fragrant bath water from a sponge, 
hair to grip like a gardener gathering leaves into a 
pile in autumn, hair to grip like hands around an 
earthen jar of oil, like hands to grip around a heavy 
gallon of new wine 

How I remember still, kneeling before you I press my face 
into your hair, kneeling in front of you I press my 
face into your book’s open leaves, I follow the fine 
script written there, my nose feels the smoothness 
of the page, I draw the characters up through the 
straw of your skin, , I turn the pages over with my 
face itself, pushing into the deeper binding, I am 
searching through the paper’s scent, and it is an 
ancient text, ancient 

And now I separate the sections of an orange with only the 
tip of my tongue, there is a sharp squirt of juice and 
I swallow the pulp, I swallow the silent crying out, I 
swallow the deeper swallowing itself and now I 
taste it, silken egg white, tide pool, rained on 
branches 

I draw the frilled cuff from the wrist, I pull the threads with 
my lips and I crowd my hand up inside the sleeve 
the arm inside of you rises up and there is a hand 
spread open that can never close, and now I set my 
face in your palm, I eat the seeds of the sunflower 
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out of your hand, I will remember you forever my 
beauty my love my treasure beyond all treasures 


It is for you, my open mouth rakes up and down your belly, 
above the navel and below, below and then above, a 
dark triangle, and the tongue of the serpent no 
longer the serpent touches the apex and touches the 
base, and then the base of the base, where the fabric 
is seamed and the seams of the fabric are stretched, 
the cloth is pulled then smoothed down and then 
pulled some more, softest fabric then, at one point, 
velvet and velour, the watered silk, the complex 
moiré 

The invisible fabric also, and the frame is covered with 
silken cloth, layer upon layer, dense and soft, I undo 
your zippers with my lips holding the loose toggle 
between them, pulling it downward or upward, 
losing it, finding it 

The bead of mercury runs quickly between fingers, over 
them and around, tickling and elusive, 
light through the slats of blinds, a breath on the 
spread feathers of a wing, water beads across the 
feathers’ grain 

The trees’ dark of the forest draws one always farther in, 
the throat of the soft needle mat foot path has humid 
air, you breathe it in, and the lemon tightens its skin 
around itself nearly squeezing out its own juice, 
thick skin of the lemon made to be pulled on, made 
for the print of her sharp teeth 

Push through the blinds that part away from the fir tree’s 
boughs hanging down, that stroke the sides of your 
face, swallow the darkness drinking it like coffee 

I swim the coffee streams with my mouth wide open, warm 
rivers flow over my face and leave their salt crystals 
on my chin 

And now I see more deeply into the dark, a loaf of bread is 
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set out on a table, a cup is set beside it, a dish of 
grapes is there, a small pile of wheat, the white flour 
for bread and the dark flour for bread, there is a 
small cup filled with honey, there is a small cruet of 
wine, there is a small vase of water, there is a 
flower there as well 

I then am a diver staring down into them suspended in the 
night water above as I gaze into the well, and then 
to draw back, to the surface, the mouth opening 
taking in the air quickly before the next plunge 
which yet is across rather than in 

And you think of polished stones and of their smoothness, 
of the smooth warm surface of an egg, the surface 
of a stove top just barely warm, of the heavy soup 
of a still pond in the spring of the year when the 
pond weed is blooming, the fruit is suspended in the 
green jelly, her womb is a peach slice in the middle 
of a molded aspic, the opened melon is pink, 
raspberries broken open, strawberries cut, the 
pebbly eyelid of the cherry, the tight small 
blueberries with little crowns and bracts, the grain 
of a sheaf of wheat long and smooth with its central 
stem curved slightly and stiff, the feathers around 
each grain, the string drawn through the tightening 
beads, the coiling together of the bracelet, the 
sudden snapping and the raining down, the falling 
pearls, the heavy down pour of the thick clots of the 
rain 

I open my mouth to drink the rain of the entire summer, I 
open my mouth to drink the rain of the entire 
spring, I open my mouth to drink to rain of the 
entire fall, I open my mouth to drink the bright 
rains of the autumn, the dark rains of the night, the 
fragrant rain pool in a palm’s depth 

I run my lips over the edges of the fields, I break the crust 
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of the house roofs with my teeth, I pass my tongue 
up and down the tree’s bark, up and down the bark 
of each one trying not to leave any untouched I 
make a mark in the coarse mud around the tree’s 
roots, the mud is sandy and feels like a rough cloth 
that is soaking wet 

I undo all of my clothes finally and the damp air is around 
me and I move my arms more quickly back and 
forth in order to feel it better, I stand up as straight 
as I can and I inhale everything more deeply, I 
inhale the world and I have taken off my shirt in 
order to feel the sun, I can feel the air on my back 
and up and down my sides, the sweat under my 
arms streams down in small beads, the sun is on my 
forehead, it is like a heavy rod balanced there that I 
can never get out from under, I feel the weight, I 
feel the light, even with my eyes closed I can still 
feel it, I feel the sun, even with my eyes closed I can 
touch it, I feel the air even with my skin itself I 
breathe it, I touch the water, even with the motion 
of my stroke I can drink it 


In the night somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 

I hold you and touch you, I kiss you over and over, an 
infinite number of times, how many spears of grass 
are there on the hillside, how many canes of 
bamboo, how many grains of rice are there in the 
field, I give you the world that I know and have 
walked through, moved through, seen and heard and 
felt, with each kiss I give all of this to you, I give 
you the world that I am, touching on the world that 
you are, here and now, it is impossible for them 
ever to flow together, and yet Iam yours anyway, 
now in the darkness, at other times in the light 
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How many waves are there in the ocean, how many grains 
of dust in the mountain, many drops of rain in the 
plum rains of the spring, how many fibers in the 
calligrapher’s finest paper, who could ever count 
them, how? 


In the night somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere there is you and there is me, I put one 
open palm on one side and one open palm on the 
other, your rib cage is between, and then I put my 
face to your sternum, deep inside there is your 
beating heart, deep inside there is your blood of 
silver streams, deep inside there is the gold treasure 
of your womb, deep inside there is the secret of 
your thoughts themselves, what are they saying, 
what are you thinking now? 

How many thoughts crowd the bloodstream of a moment, 
how many candles light its spiral stair, how many 
wax droplets drip from the candles ends, the hosts 
of light, you enter and the room is still, you enter 
and the space around is waiting, you enter and the 
globe is touched the lamplight quakes the dew is 
shaken from the leaves, you enter and I am waiting 
for you, you enter and I am listening, you enter and 
I am placing my hands beneath your steps, you 
enter and I am not breathing, you enter and I am 
there 

I peel the leaves down from where they cover your face, I 
open your closed up fan, I make it spread wide and I 
make it hold the heavy plums, the heaviest peaches 
the heaviest pears, it feels like a branch with heavy 
snow at the end, it sweats in the warmth of the snow 
underneath, and the perspiration flows down your 
ribs 
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You enter now and I enter in your wake and the warm 
water flows around me and wraps itself around the 
back of my thighs, around the back of my calves, 
the current pulls me steadily and it is hard for me to 
stand straight, my lower parts are drawn forward as 
though from under me and my weight floats up, I 
am almost flying at moments and at moments the 
tips of my toes brush the soft sand along the bottom, 
and you move ahead drawing me forward with your 
arms, turning your back and drawing me forward 
with your shoulders arched, drawing me forward 
with your curved neck and your raised chin 


In the night somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 

In the dark you are eating your sugar cane, yes it is all 
yours, and there too you are eating the end of the 
rhubarb, the red flush of it is between your lips, you 
are licking the sweet juice that has so much sugar in 
it, the infinite rush of the crystals, the diamond 
streams 

The furred chocolate is melting into a dark puddle over us, 
you are smeared with it across your face as though 
with mascara and eye liner, I am smeared with it 
over my mouth, it must look as though the night 
itself has eaten away my face below my eyes, yes 
this must be what has happened, here and now, 
because of you 

Chestnut brown, chocolate, mocha, coffee beans, yellow 
créme made of vanilla and egg white, made of sugar 
and nutmeg, made of ginger, made of mint, mint tea 
I have read is the tea of the Arabian desert, of the 
Sahara desert, of Tangiers and of Cairo, of Rabat 
and of Mecca, but you are the center for me now, 
splinters of street lights through the blinds like fine 
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compass needles in the darkness infinite in number 
indicate only you, unknown continent where I am 
voyaging, to which I request entrance waiting at the 
farthest gate 

And yet green tea, green yellow tea is the tea of the few but 
powerful rivers of your homeland, of the mountains, 
jade green, parrot green and radiant in light, buzzing 
with a million suns, sweating through a million 
pores, the jungle, the crowding bamboo thickets of 
the south, the green cloud woodlands of the east, the 
highlands filled with white mist, the mountain filled 
with silence, the pathways of the monks, the 
greatest scholars, the poet wanderers, the spirits of 
your homeland, the seven spirit hill, the green cloud 
temple, the Shao Lin 


I give you my silver streams you give me your jade I give 
you mint tea and Arabian coffee, black honey of 
Sicily in which the mountain still burns, olive oil 
from the presses of Calabria, the light pink coral 
drawn up by fishermen, the gold dust of the Tuscan 
hills reaching out into the sun, I pour out water from 
the roman aqueducts for you, I pour out silver from 
the mines and wrought bracelets made of silver and 
the silent arbor’s gold coins, I pour out water from 
every fountain in each plaza, purest water clear and 
always fresh in which the white clouds float in 
marbled light veins that shock the traveler’s hand, 
freezing it back to life 


In the night somewhere in the unknown city in the night 


somewhere in the foreign city in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 
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I draw you up and you draw me up now, I am heavy chains 
dragging you down but you lift me, Iam a tub of 
wet laundry, and yet the water is still warm, you 
pick all the grapes from the vine in between fingers 
and palm and you yourself are the wine press and 
you yourself are the wine 

I am like moss on the roots of a tree, in the room’s green 
moonlight my two hands on your belly are lichen 
across a rock, I am rods of dried hay chopped and 
gathered in a bundle and set down onto its side, as I 
lie here with my arms around your legs 

You are the dust of the wheat, a small pile of it on the 
threshing floor, I leave the print of three fingertips 
in the soft flour, I trace the soft white flour of your 
skin, the valley in between your breasts, the curved 
branches of your ribs, the soft pushing of your 
belly, the streaming waterfall of your hips 


I draw you up and you draw me up now, I am a plumb 
weight hanging down and your five fingers gathered 
in a pine cone are its weightless counterpart, your 
hand is a bird fluttering around my cage, your 
fingers are wings beating against my bars, a hand 
that is neither your hand nor mine loosens the latch 
and gives the door a slight push, you push on my 
secret door with the tips of your five fingers, the 
pine cone’s seeds spill upward through the night 
like fire sparks rising and tangling around my body, 
around my dark body 

You pick all the grapes from the vine in between fingers 
and palm, and you yourself are the wine press, you 
press down onto me with your ankles that are like 
tangled roots, their clutch is tight, you are locking 
something down, you are securing your possessions, 
you are counting them with your toes, you press 
down onto me with your knees in the bed’s stirrups, 
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your thighs are as when two straight fingers hold an 
object between them, How heavy am I for you then? 
And how light am I for you then? our one patch of 
Velcro rips apart and seals back, our two furred 
cups fight for the one spoon, my spoon stirs your 
cup and your cup pours its tea out into mine 


And now your two thighs push the seat up as you settle 
yourself astride as you float up into the night, the 
inside edge of both feet touch at the ground upon 
your return, you are sitting in a rain puddle there, 
then you squeeze out your sponge and the rain 
flows back, your water flows down over me and I 
open all of my leaves for you like a flower stem, 
your pot draws the flower back into itself, it is 
searching now inside the dark soil for its own seeds, 
it sucks on the seeds one by one turning them 
around on its tongue, it savors the pomegranate 
seeds each separately, it reaches them by a secret 
path without having to break the shell, it reaches 
them by a secret path that grows slowly narrower, 
that shrinks inward as it expands, that fills up more 
and more as it empties, it reaches them by a secret 
path where the pitcher is tipped and spilled, where 
the jar is sealed into its cap and held there, where 
there are pebbled streams of gold, where there are 
closed eyes watching, where there is a listened-to 
shell hearing its own seven seas 


I draw you up and you draw me up now, through the 
islands of rushing blood cells, through the deltas of 
the night, through the sun stream capillaries and the 
meshes of the light’s eclipse, through the throats of 
sand streamings, through the twinned trees of the 
lightning storms, through the raked beds of embers, 
through the seals that break and close and break, 
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through the wax’s kiss upon the letter and the 
disclosed light of the pages, through the syllables 
seething blinded, mute, yet hearing, knowing, in 
transport, in torment, through the whispers like the 
rope’s stridor in the heavy lading, in the rumors 
foaming of the seas themselves, drowned the waves 
themselves, aphasic gossip of green leaves in the 
tree’s cupola, frigid tongues of angels in the light 
crevices through the leaves that are your back, your 
spine, and I hold it now, I hold and I embrace the 
cloud tree, the green crown held in my arms, the 
leaves disappearing in my grasp, the branches sharp 
against my chest, I embrace you now and the water 
disappears between my arms, the sand streams out 
from between my forearms, the wind blows through 
between my legs, the woolly caterpillar cannot be 
held with the backs of my fingers, the feather 
cannot be balanced on my wrist, the shoots cannot 
be planted using only the teeth, the circle cannot be 
drawn with a crumb of chalk on the tip of one’s 
nose, my forehead butts into you, my shoulder jars 
against you, opens it wide again, staring 


I draw you now you draw me up now through the looms 
that are woven and through the weavings that are 
looms, through the knots loosened back into the 
waving grasses, through the passages of light of 
water, fire, breath, of breathing, light of sound and 
thought, you draw me now through you like pond 
water dipped through a sieve and you cup the green 
garment, the yellow grains in your lap, your fingers, 
and you hold me in your compass now, you draw 
me, you create me 
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I see your beauty, I know it, it is here before me in this 
room, in this light, light of this light, vision of this 
space, sovereign in these four walls, infinity drawn 
toward the finite web, drawn and yet not trapped, 
trapped and yet not known, touched yet not 
disturbed, who are you now, tell me your one name 
your real name 

Woman and more than woman, standing there in front of 
me, tell me the name that you were given, your real 
name, tell me the name and nature of the light that 
fills you that you are in the dim enclosure of this 
moment now, this nakedness disclosing blindness, 
blindness nakedness, in the catastrophe of touch, of 
sunset poured out like lamplight like acid burning 
off the marks, the blemishes, the stains, the ages of 
the earth, setting light’s needle in the glass of the 
hours, drawing every leaf and stem and the creases 
of your skin your hair your eyes down into the 
lamplight that burns you now, pouring out its oil 


And it is said that light creates the most intense desire, I 
myself have said this, written it, and so if this is 
true, is this desire that I feel for you now, as 
lamplight burns you as you dissolve into its 
thousand images? 

And is it possible to know what I have known, to touch 
what I have touched and cannot touch and cannot 
touch a second time nor even a first time, lamplight 
pours out its oil on you burning you and you smile 
as I come toward you, you are smiling, apparitional 
bright space in the dimness of the rented room, your 
body bathed in the oil of the lamp, your belly, your 
breasts, the emptiness of the light is filled now 
finally and now I know what I had wanted all along 
from you, fill up the emptiness of the light for me, 
touch my eyes and touch my brow, the words of 
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Pentecostal light that burgeon there departing from 
their sources, seeking them, touch my eyes my brow 
my hands the things by which I know the world 
itself, so that I might know it once again, so that I 
might know you, only you, lamplight pours its oil 
on you burning you, my precious queen how in the 
white enigma of my silences my hours and days 
you’ve startled syllables of light and reason in my 
breast, opening the clock that counts there, opening 
the eyes shut in their casks pouring them out like 
oil, the lamplight pours its oil on you, burning you 

Revelatory instant of the empty space itself, in which you 
are so naked, in which you are so clothed, 
incomparable moment remembered forgotten, in 
which you stand before me exposed, in which you 
stand before me covered, moment in which I stand 
before you naked and covered, clothed and exposed, 
surprise exposes me, your beauty astonishes me, I 
can never I shall never speak again after this 
moment, and if I do it can be only a lie, now and 
henceforth speech is no longer mine, you have 
taken it, now and henceforth reason is no longer 
mine for you possess it, now and henceforth life 
itself cannot be mine, for you are it, I am nothing 
beside you I am nothing before you I am nothing 
pressed to your skin 


Who are you and what is your true name? But I must tell 
you that I am no one 


How old are you I wonder -- age has many pathways, more 
than time itself does; I have learned this now in 
looking at you, felt it in your presence, recognized it 
there -- how mysterious your presence, silent and 
unfathomable, I cannot understand how you have 
come to be here with me, I cannot understand the 
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branching paths and the infinite dividing ways that 
brought you here to me, that brought me here to you 


I can never understand the powers of the world that 
somehow made you -- who or what has made you, 
what or who? 


How beautiful you are to me, my treasure, my love, my 
child, how wonderful you are to me how beautiful it 
is to be with you, how I adore you, how beautiful 
and precious you are, how naked, delicate, wise and 
thoughtful, clairvoyant, calm, and so given to 
yourself completely 


You are yours, you are not mine, and yet you are mine, but 
I am yours forever, I give myself to you now -- take 
the blood out of my veins, I pour it out for you now, 
endless libation 


How old are you? It cannot be expressed in numbers, 
nothing about you can be, nothing about you can be 
known, you are the mystery and palpable enigma of 
all living form, you are a form and not a body, you 
are more than body, body yes, but you are more 
than that -- ecstatic startled presence of a body to 
itself, calm self-presence of a living soul 


And now as you step forth from your circle of gold light, 
where you seemed almost posed and immobilized, I 
wonder not how old you are, but what you are 


I wonder what you are, your hair your eyes your nose your 
mouth, I wonder what your name and nature are, 
your perfect and adequate image in the other world, 
your true kind 
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I wonder what you are, your throat your neck your collar 
bones, your shoulders, your upper arms, your 
forearms and two hands, your ribs where I can feel 
your breathing -- now -- this moment, fragile, 
powerful, mortal, not mortal, destined to live and to 
continue to, destined, too, to rise up again from 
death 

I wonder what you are, as my gaze travels down your belly 
to the dark triangle between your legs 


There is a moment -- and you are an idol seen from across 
a revelatory distance in a moment of more than 
vision, illuminated by more than light, yet the 
distance is small and you are not revealed but 
concealed by the light 


I look for you, where are you? where is your soul? I look 
for you, where are you? where is your destiny, your 
fate? I look for you, where are you? where is your 
past life, days and months and years, the enigma of 
your history, surely there is something sacred and 
entirely remote filling the living body that I hold -- 
how beautiful you are to me, how precious, how I 
adore you 


Surely there is something essentially unknown, mysterious, 
allowing you to live and more than live, filling you 
beyond yourself, something essentially unknown 
speaking from you, laughing from you, radiating 
from you, filling your existence entirely beyond 
itself, as music fills a room, as light fills space, as 
the sun fills the sky 

Surely there is something more than what I see and know 
and touch, than what I feel between my two hands 
my two arms, than what I feel pressed against my 
chest and stomach, pressed against my lips, my face 
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Surely there is something other, something near but 
difficult to grasp 

You are held in my arms as a deer is among the leaves, you 
are carried in my memory as a deer that is hidden in 
the leaves, you are seen and then invisible like a 
deer among the leaves 


There is another world in which the two of us are one, 
there is another world in which the two of us are 
two, there is another world in which we swim 
through silver fields of hoar frost lace that holds us 
as a leaf is held inside the mouth clasped in the 
missals of the Pentecostal rains 

There is another world in which the hymnbook pages of a 
thousand suns sing inside the haystack’s belly, like 
an eye inside a lamp, like the sea inside a drop of 
molten wax in which we follow from island to 
island of bright pollen in the depths of green, where 
there are traces of dim gold which at moments fill 
the world we thought to have been part of 

There is another world pouring in around you, through you, 
sealing up every crevice of the known and making it 
tense and grasping and radiant — bleeding 
singularity and holiness, redolent of perfume and 
naked skin 


And it is her two lips touching, it is two mouths speaking, it 
is two hands grasping, two arms holding, two hands 
gripping clasping, two hands never wanting 
to let go 


Your beautiful hips are like waterfalls, your small silk 
purse that is a straw through which I drink sun 
streams of the entire island, every bead of water 
trickling through the hills, leaves of every hill, and 
its white blue empty sky 
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And so at your request I step through soft dust, your moth 
wing dust, silken, almost dry, a slight smear of 
moisture as though from very small crushed bodies 
liquefied 


Printing myself through the warm mud, volcanic lava mud, 
then with wax candle light droplets -- silken scarf 
mud -- mud for burying your face in, mud for 
smearing over your entire face and over your neck, 
up and down, mud for the hands and up and down 
the arms, mud for breathing in, for drinking, 
swallowing, mud for smearing across your chest, 
mud for up and down your stomach and mud down 
and in between your legs, warm mud there like the 
melted candle wax itself, so bright, raining, warm 


And so I stepped into your warm dark streams and the soft 
stream bed and grabbed you under the small of her 
back and lifted up inside of you and pulled mostly 
away, and then you clutched toward me a little and 
then let yourself go limp, and your legs fell to the 
sides like the logs in a fireplace and you held 
yourself open and steady and revealed, exposed 
completely, as the water holds itself out to the moon 


Shi-Chin, Lili, Mei-ling, Hong-ling, Ing-tao, Shiao-lann, I 
write this pornography for you, luminous blood 
splashed on the pages here, black light, intoxicated 
speech 


I write this for you, I do not give it to the others, I give it to 
you alone, useless gift of gemstones, of black 
diamonds, for it was you with your hand on the 
back of my head, searching with your fingers 
through my hair; you could express so much by 
holding my hand so tightly, at just that moment 
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Shi-Chin, Lili, Mei-ling, Hong-ling, Shiao-lann, your dark 
brown hair reached to the top of your shoulders, 
your black hair reached to the curve of your neck, 
your blond hair reached all the way down your back 

You with your angular face painted in with shadows, you 
with your full round face, your graceful heart 
shaped face, your small subtle smile, your big broad 
smile 

You with your rounded pretty eyes, with your eyes like a 
sleepy Siamese cat, with your amused and almond 
like eyes, with your haunted and deep-set eyes, 
staring, watching, thinking 

You who would sit on the edge of the bed and shake your 
thick hair back over your shoulders as I watched 
from behind, and my heart was torn by the beauty 
of it, and by the beauty of your back itself, the small 
muscles, the string of pearls down your spine, how I 
loved you my beauty, my treasure, how I loved you 


You on whose lips I clung like a droplet of water on a leaf, 
and there where I chewed like a caterpillar on dark 
leaves, there where I was like a buzzard eating, your 
body laid out quite limp, and I pulled the skin and 
the flesh, and I tugged at the strips, and drew out the 
cord, while you lay there on the white sheet like 
darkened snow, your face resting on a pillow and 
one shoulder on the bed, and your hand reached 
back beneath to grasp my hand, and I knew that you 
loved me then, I knew this very clearly, how I loved 
you my beauty my treasure, my gorgeous woman, 
how I loved you, how I adored you 


As I kissed the back of your thighs and then ran my tongue 


up and down the back and side of your leg, first one 
then the other, as I kissed your calves, each, and 
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then the backs of your thighs, harder now, as though 
to taste your skin, and then the soft skin of your 
buttocks and then your hips, and then I placed my 
tongue inside your opening and it was as if I were 
taking the phrase "to enter" quite literally then, 
trying to enter into you, how I loved you then, my 
beauty, my treasure, how I loved you, how I adored 
you 


You Shi-chin, you Hong-ling, Mei-ling, you Shiao-Lann — 
of exquisite frustrations muted in your quick, 
impatient cries, as you drew me into you, as you 
reached back to hold me between your thumb and 
forefinger and then, using some beetle legs 
hurrying, using the edge of a bird’s feather, the 
moire edge of a wing, you coaxed the underbelly 
and then grasped it all by the root and threw 
yourself down on the bed, your face turned to the 
side and cried out loudly, you, whose back I kissed, 
whose hair I pressed my face into, whose scent I 
breathed, you in whom, at last, there was a bird, a 
small bird beating and beating with its wings and 
straining to be let out and which burst, finally -- 
exultant -- from its cage and flew away as you cried 
out after it, and yet it vanished nonetheless, you, 
whoever you are, in whom I lay, against whose 
back I lay, thinking and yet not thinking, listening 
as the world came slowly back, as the magic circle 
narrowed, disappeared, and the ring of fire was just 
embers then; darkness was in the room, and in the 
darkness the red numbers on the clock, on the 
bedside stand, or there were red numbers glowing 
on the wall, or white numbers on the room’s 
monitor, you, whoever you are, whose quiet 
breathing I listened to, you, who grasped my hand 
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I touched the side of your face very softly, and you smiled 
in a different way and closed your eyes, resting your 
cheek against my hand, and I leaned over and this 
time you did not pull away but came toward me 


Lips, very softly, tentative and then more, and then your 
brush tip touched the corner of my mouth, painted 
both my lips before disappearing back into the 
depths of your kiss 

What did I say to you then? I whispered to you then, but 
what? and there was a strange threshold crossed 
when I said those words, a change somewhere 
inside you, and you smiled in a delighted and shy 
way 


You began searching through me then — a complicated 
process unhurried, breathless, avid and yet very 
light, deft, entranced and expectant, searching -- 
around the very rim of my speaking lips, silently, 
and the feeling came forth out of you and you 
allowed it to come -- so mysterious at first, an 
unknown thing, and yet you struggled against me, 
pulling me into you, wrapping your arms around, 
and you opened your mouth as though you wanted 
to shout something into mine, riding your horses 
every one of them faster than the last, when was it 
that a calm was reached? And yet it was never 
reached, ply after ply gone through, leaf after leaf 
strewn down, thrown away, and you lay against my 
chest as a deeper calm seemed to come over you 
and our two mouths were one dark container 
holding two silver beads and holding two gold 
threads knotted together, my tongue was like my 
cock and your lips were like your lips, your tongue 
was your vagina, the back of your throat your 
cervix, I dare now to say this but I say it only to 
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you, just softly connected with your full lips that 
you made even more full and you meshed your 
teeth into mine and we locked ourselves together 
like that and you smiled somewhere inside and 


giggled 


Then you began to whisper to me, not even any words but 
only sounds, and your tongue was in my ear and it 
was as though you were speaking a special language 
of your own and by means of its words you were 
painting an obscure and precise image, doing this 
with a great delicacy, with an impatient relish, 
weaving out of these the dark fabric that it was, 
creating the canvas and painting the picture on it 
both at once, and there was a calling of your breath, 
your breath was calling far inside the cavern of my 
head, far inside the held glass of my ear, come 
forward come forward come forward you were 
saying, hurry, for then you had gotten too far ahead 
of me and the darkness you found there was killing 
you, swirling around you, and so you swirled your 
beacon all around the dark, describing your 
messages, far in the depths of the cave, where you 
had painted your startling archaic fragments of 
dream 


But then there was time that passed, the ages and the fury 
subsided, the depths of elemental night subsided 
with all of their dreams and endless and nocturnal 
pursuit, and I was mere cloth again was mere paper 
and you dabbed at it precisely, satisfied with it for 
now, once again in control and then with a faint 
smile of amusement at yourself, put the finishing 
touches on it, put your brushes away, blew out the 
light inside me and closed the door of your studio 


Se 


You are the woman who sells her body, what is it that you 
do, you sell your body for an hour but you do not 
sell yourself, and therefore what are you? 


These are your feet in high heeled open toe shoes, these are 
your feet in pointed toe shoes, witch’s shoes they 
are called, these are your feet in open shoes with 
low heels, black or red, these are your feet in 
sandals, in plastic sandals with one thong, these are 
your two bare feet in the mud in the grass in the 
sheaves of bamboo leaves and straw in the yard at 
your father’s farm, these are your bare feet in a 
puddle when you were ten, these are your bare feet 
as you walk along the dirt path that leads to the 
main road where you will put your sandals on but 
for now you carry them in order to make them last 
longer and you are on your way to school, these are 
your bare feet on the grass that you like to feel 
underneath them, these are your bare feet on the 
concrete floor of an eating place, the rain pouring 
dwn outside, steam coming up in the gutters, and 
you slip off your shoes in order to feel the coolness 
of the floor and its dusty grit as you eat your bowl 
of noodles, these are your feet in new shoes on the 
stone steps of a temple, in the crowded market 
stopping for a moment, hurrying on the tiles of the 
subway underground, these are your two feet in 
your new shoes, red shoes black shoes white shoes 
walking down the tiled corridor, your high heels 
clicking, these are your two bare feet in my hands 
here and now, your soft firm toes quite strong, their 
grip almost like another hand, the tendons visible, 
your instep’s skin, strong precise bones within, 
numerous, and fragile like a fish’s skeleton, 
the peanut shape of your sole, the yellow calluses at 
the backs of your heels like some sort of rind, your 


58 


big toe a little shorter than the next one over, 
thought to be a sign of beauty among the Romans, 
these are your two bare feet, how beautiful are thy 
feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter 


These are your ankles, strong joints and tendons like the 
thick root of a tree, like the jointure of a tree root 
into the ground, like something made of polished 
ivory, although I don’t know what for nothing else 
is like these, these are you two ankles, most 
beautiful joined things ever seen, the work of the 
most skillful, who could have done this, who could 
have made this thing that you are, you are altogether 
lovely, my beauty, my treasure, how I adore you 

And now this is one of your knees and this is the other one, 
they do not seem to be joints for they are too soft 
for that, they are creases in the inside of the most 
expensive silk, créme colored silk, a yellow créme, 
a precious fabric that there is no word for, and your 
knees are the crease and the joining between two 
bolts of it, your skin is the softest wrapping, your 
skin is the smoothest paper far too precious to ever 
be written on, your skin is the absolute word of all 
words, the total compendium of all meanings, I kiss 
down in between your soft pages, I run my hands up 
and down your legs, I would do this forever, how 
lovely you are my beauty, my treasure, and how I 
adore you 


And now these are your hips, polished ivory and polished 
jade are nothing, most beautiful stones beneath a 
water fall, streaming darkness around them, filled 
with light, I put my face against your belly, just 
below your nave and I open my mouth wide, I want 
to feel the fullness there, the flexing soft tightness, 
curve of an egg just taken warm out of the water 
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cradled in the palm, your two hips are like two 
strong handles on the fullest jar, a jar of oil and of 
perfume and of wine, and all of these the finest, 
how beautiful you are to me my treasure, how 
lovely, and how I adore you, and now this is your 
womb I can never see it, can never touch it, only 
draw close to it at moments, there within and here 
without, secret place of gold, of silver and of jade, 
gateway to the future and to the past 

And now these are your breasts, your nipples, like crinkled 
rose petals, the softest cloth buttons, the new buds 
of a willow tree, the soft tufts of a willow branch, 
these are your breasts, inside of them I can feel the 
muscles, how strong your chest is, narrow and full, 
the opening between is soft, I can feel your heart 
beating, I can hear it beating loudly, I can feel your 
breathing, I can feel it sometimes soft and 
sometimes deep 


You are the woman who sells her body, what is it that you 
do, you do this thing and yet you do not do it, and 
you do that thing and you do not, you kneel before 
the man and drink his semen, you take the man’s 
penis into your vagina, you take the man’s orgasm 
into your body, you take the man’s semen into your 
womb, you are the woman who sells her body, what 
is it that you do, you do this thing and yet you do 
not do it and you do that thing and yet you do not 


I give you my skin, take my hands, take my face -- that I 
could give you my body, take my arms and my legs, 
the rain falling down on me as I walk the alleyways, 
the narrow streets, crooked figure of darkness, stray 
dog of the new world order trying not to be seen, a 
stupid grin on my face, a girl in a door way the con 
there are five men three foreigners two Chinese 
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small packets and red envelopes passed back and 
forth, she seems stunned and does nothing then 
fades back sits down on a couch, what is going on 
with each of these women? What do they suffer, 
what do they need? 


And then I think of those burned by napalm or white 
phosphorous and what it is to be that, to be there 
and not to be able to get away or to have it change, 
no night or sleep makes it different, no getting 
better tomorrow, no let up from the pain 


Therefore, human beings, do not look to the government of 
Washington for help, do not look to it for anything, 
it is the garbage of human history, a pile of shit in 
the end-time of the world 


Therefore human beings do not look to the oligarchy for 
help, it is the garbage of human history, there is 
only one war, there has only ever been one war and 
all the others are side lines, there is only the one 
dryness, one catastrophic drought and all the ripples 
of it are the many cracks in the earth 


Earth of drought like a tree of thirst drawing its dry roots 
inward cracking the earth’s soil apart, earth of 
drought like a spider of hunger joining its web of 
fissures into a vast network of emptiness and a vast 
archive of dust 


Earth of drought like a blind eye, earth of drought like a 
closed fist, earth of drought like a face smashed in 


Therefore, human beings, do not look to the bourgeoisie for 


knowledge, it is the garbage of human history, it is 
the shit smears on pieces of paper, it is the blood 
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stains on little pieces of tissue, therefore, human 
beings, do not look to the bourgeoisie for 
information, it is the garbage of human history, it is 
lies sliding over each other like roaches, it is lies 
sliding through the public’s ear like urine through a 
catheter, it is lies in the public’s mouth like paint 
chips in the mouth of a child 


Therefore human beings, do not look to the oligarchy for 
beauty, for intelligence, for liveliness, creativity, for 
wit, it is imbecility and dullness, boredom and 
frivolous decoration, it is the stupidity of all 
snobbisms, it is the snot in the nose of discretion, it 
is the goop in the eye of judgment, it is the yellow 
wax in the ear of understanding, it is a total bore 


I give you a different source of beauty 


As ina film by Hou Shiao-Shien -- late afternoon, the 
overwhelming sun, bright clouds are moving to the 
hot and steady breeze, trees along the boulevard -- 
the light is sharp, intense and clear, a razor-flash on 
windows, steel fittings, car windshields 

Now light is genuinely light; shadow is shadow now 


As in a film by Hou Shiao-Shien -- the clarity of space 
combining with a brief and yet intense, complete, 
illumination of the world -- a sacrifice of space to 
total and consuming light, a sacrifice of earth to 
light's bright razor edge 


As in a film by Hou Shiao-Shien -- as though the widest 
angle lens were stretching, bending space as though 
to make it more than visible, as though to make it 
more than real -- palpable, ample, fillable, 
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completable, a bright and all-containing realm, 
illuminated gaze into the ultimate and sacred world 


As ina film by Hou Shiao-Shien -- the world of sky and 
clouds, of light and earth, of trees and foliage, of 
seen and unseen winds, of changing dispositions 
and the shapes of clouds, of the wind shadows over 
hills and fields, the light-transfigured earth, the all- 
encompassing and yet unnoticed earth -- 

The dark immoveable and pagan earth, Buddhist earth, 
Taoist earth Christian earth, the earth transformed 
by wisdom, science, love -- 


As in a film by Hou Shiao-Shien -- the many, one; the 
silent, whispering; the world now naked, 
unforeseen, and burning in its bright external 
splendor, its irrational darkness — 


Now I see what is before me, and as it is 
As ina film by Hou Shiao-Shien 


I walk along the street, the bright sun warm upon my 
shoulder, while only blocks away the houses of the 
poor burn, their tile and tin roofs shining 


As ina film by Hou Shiao-Shien 


Only loving is important, this I know now; only knowledge 
matters, this I also know 

The sky is a cloth scorched by the city night, and crowded 
in the midst of the city the soul is banked with 
smoldering coals -- the soul 
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And the river twists like a necklace on a dresser and the 
world inside of you is a like skein of lights, like the 
spilled ink streets of the city — neon-ravaged night, 
the heart inside of you lies beneath faint ash, and I 
plunge my hands into the bed of coals, I gather 
them by handfuls, I break them into diamonds 
rubies, coals like raw flesh, their gaping light, their 
dazzling abrasions rip through the charred fabric, 
bleeding out invisible blood that tints the dark, I 
plunge my hands into the fiery beds, the sparks fly 
up from a thousand cigarette ends 


Outside the night is pitted corroded by the city’s acids, the 
city’s face is eaten half away 

And above, the huge night sprinkled with small lights 
echoing with the screams of traffic, and with 
mysterious hidden lives, unregarded, destitute 

And I wonder what it is, what could it ever be, this 
clamoring around me, bright, spectral and accusing, 
but historical catastrophe has severed me like a 
finger from a hand 


Intoxicated, burdened with weightless fantasies, confused, 
worn and fatigued with the burning polluted city, its 
tawdry elegance, swarming luminous enigma — 
intoxicated, wary, lost, trying not to be seen, trying 
to become invisible amid the avalanche of light, the 
night suns burning on the blinded retina, wandering, 
half lost, and lost completely, running dog, black 
alley cat of the new world order 


Down through the night markets, down past the warehouses 
and the narrow lanes, the small shrines, small eating 
places like bright lit garages, the small courts filled 
with trees and shrubs like a square flower pot open 
to the moon that slides along the buildings’ edges 
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like a coin above a slot, down through the narrow 
markets, crooked alleys with broken furniture set 
out, small houses made of brick the size of garden 
sheds, small tree spots with concrete tables and 
benches near, where convenience stores and old 
warehouses of dilapidated brick mingle with the 
fragments of the countryside and where at last there 
is some partial quiet in the subtropical evening 


Though I give you your money, you give me the night itself 


Now take the blood out of my veins, I must give everything 
to you, since my love for you has no limit 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limit 


My arms cannot gather you in deeply enough, my hands 
cannot hold you, my love for you has no end and no 
beginning, it has no limit 


Take the blood out of my veins, I pour it out for you now, 
in the night, here and now, endless libation 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limit 


Chinese woman, walking seven times up and down the 
Zhong Shan North Road, you with your parasol 
from Kaoshiung, your pointed toed shoes, you with 
the cell phone that laubahn gave you, and yet you 
can call only him, your boss 

You with the herbal medicine that your father made for you 
just before you left, and a recipe for more written in 
bold clear characters on a piece of folded paper 
tucked away in a drawer 
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You, with condoms in your purse, five or six, and the blood 
of five hundred emperors in your veins 


I give you the end of a flashlight, a beacon, keep it inside 
your dress, your party dress, no there is no raw linen 
cover, it was pulled from the bolt and cut, by an 
American doctor, at the behest of my mother, for 
hygienic reasons, when I was born 


And yet I still must touch you, with my polluting, my 
polluted love 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limit 


And you came to me once needing money, and I went to 
the ATM, and took out a thousand American dollars 
and gave it to you, there and then 


In the intoxication of my love, I would have given you 
anything 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limit 
And in my dream, you come to me once again 


In my dream, outside of all space and time, you are there 
once more 


In my dream, outside of all time and space, I am waiting to 
see you again, I am waiting to touch you again, I am 
waiting to speak to you again, I am waiting to know 
you 
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